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BRicKLAYER PuPins 
CAM ATTEND THE 











WE HAVE NO DOUBT THE UNDERPALD CLERK, AUTHOR, ARTIST, AND BARRISTER WILL RESPOND TO THE INVITATION, AND A CLASS FOR 
TEACHING BRICKLAYING IN A FORTNIGHT, UNDER DISTINGUISHED PROFESSORS, OUGHT TO BE A GREAT SUCCESS, 


[“ The invitation to learn bricklaying might be extended to any able bodied man who is underpaid. 
a fortnight.”"-—Surveyor’s letter in Daily Telegraph. | 


Any ordinary man could learn bricklaying in 








MISERICORDE! 
(A Monsieur Punch.) 


Monstzur,—J’étouffe! C’est trop fort! 
On nous mande du Caire que mes illustres 
compatnotes & Fashoda, ces hommes si 
dignes, si nobles—ah, je pleure encore! | 
Mais soyons calmes! On nous mande, je | 
répéte, qu’ils sont nourris—juste ciel !— 





| 























NUISANCES IN LONDON. 
[‘‘ No person shall in any street, or on any land 


adjoi er near thereto, use or play, or cause to 

be played, any steam organ.”—New L.C. C. Rule.) 
Mr. Bilke i Bilk? Row 

«Wot, no Btenn ins! Gy b 


_| now being restored. I appeal to the shade 





ell, al said 
Ragiend wasn’t a musical nation, an now i tallow 


par les Anglais. Une nourriture ot 
Sacré nom de nom de Du Paty pg Ciam! 


Mieux vaut les fusiller, que de les faire 
mourir lentement & la suite des conges- 
tions, des dyspepsies—enfin des plats de 
votre pays! Soyez généreux! ’imitez 

les supplices du moyen age! Mon 
Dieu! Mais soyons calmes! Figurez-vous 
le martyre d’un Frangais nourri du cette 


facon ! 
Carte du Jour. 
Biftea. Porrige. 
Beild Places. Perriwinckles. Cockles, 
Rosbif, avec Yorckpouding. 
Bifsteck 


a 
Little Peas, at the english. 
Cabbige, at the water. 
Lettice. Waterscres. 
Plompouding. 
Ricepouding. omplingspoudings. 
Minced Pies. 


Mufins. Teacacks. Bunns. 


Kew Cumber. 
Chester Chese. 
Tosted Chese, avec Crumpetts. 
Apples. 
Gin. Rhum. Thée. 


Tigurez-vous——! Mais les ag 
serrent la gorge! Je ne peux plus! 
Veuillez agréer, &., 

Isiporz DE MILLETONNERRES. 





A Question for Diplomacy. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—It seems to be for- 
gotten that the Emperor of Austria is 
titular King of Jerusalem. Does not the 
fact of the invasion of his dominions in 
Palestine by the German Empzror with 
an escort of armed retainers constitute a 
case of Preferential War? I for a 
reply, even if the Northern will 
not, and remain 

Yours obediently, | Pavt Prorocon. 





A Disputed Domicile. 


Dear Mr. Pouncu,—The St. James's 
Budget discusses and gives an illustration 
of Dick Turrin’s house in Wych Street, 


of Harrison Arnsworta to determine 
whether the North Road Cavalier, or my- 





self, or the late lamented Mr. Woop, 


carpenter, has better claim to the edifice 
in question? I cannot possibly escape from 
where I am, and so must protest by the 
new Styx-Thames telephone. 

Yours indignantly, Jack Suerranrp, 





At the Book-stall. 


Blasé Traveller. Have you a paper which 
doesn’t mention Dreyrrus, the t End 
Water Supply, Fashoda, or Crete? If so, 
I shall be glad to give any price for it. 

Book-stall Clerk. No, Sir, 1’m afraid not, 
but I can sell you a pack of playing-cards 
or a railway rug. 

B.T. No, thanks. Give me a pencil and 
a note-book, and I’ll write a letter to the 
Times on Vaccination. 


























PROMENADE CONCERTS AT 
QUEEN’S HALL. 
Portraits of the Conductor and Vocalist. 
N.B.—Smoking is is 
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HARD TERMS! 


Sam (to Spain). “See mene! Ir you Lt ONLY TAKE BACK CuBA, I'LL AGREE TO ANYTHING!” 


Pad 
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THE JOYS OF HOUSE-HUNTING. 


‘*CAN’T IMAGINE WHAT MADE THE FELLOW SEND ME TO LOOK AT IT! 
THERE WAS A PUBLIC-HOUSE CLOSE BY ON THE OPPOSITE SIDE OF THE Way!” 
‘“WELL, YOU CAN'T ALWAYS HAVE IT YOUR SIDE!” 


VERY CHARMING PLACE, CERTAINLY; BUT, HANG IT ALL, 








DARBY JONES ON RACING CONTRASTS. 


Honovrep Str,—At the Back-end of the 
Season it seems, to paraphrase a _ well- 
known Gallic Aphorism, toujours New- 
market. There is no getting away from 
the Headquarters of the Jockey Club. We 
may make excursions to Nottingham, 
Leicester, or Kempton Park, but back we 
come again to the Ditch, like the Epi- 
curean House-fly to the Domestic Sugar- 
basin. The changes from the above-men- 
tioned Annexes of Sport to the Centre ot 
the Racing World are those which only 
the Beau Brummells of the Turf can appre- 
ciate. At Nottingham, for example, the 
| firsts Autumn Meeting coincides with the 
| Annual Goose-fair, and the Bipeds who 
| saved Rome are equal favourites with the 
| modern representatives of Bucephalus. 
| _If it be any Augury of the Advent of the 





Millennium, I may remark that the Not- 
tingham Lambs lie down with the Geese 
of the Neighbourhood in most amicable 
style Indeed, the whole town reeks with 
the fragrance of S and Onions. From 
the Lace-making Locality we bably 
derive the famous but ill-rhymed Ballad 
commencing, 
“ Goosey, Goosey Gander, whither do you wander? 
Upstairs and downstairs, and in my lady's 
chamber!” 
The poet who put “wander” and “cham- 
ber” in @ jon may rank high as a 
Bard, but his remarks about the Gander 
are certainly applicable to Nottingham 
during the Fair. The Gander wanders 
everywhere. 








not entered for some of the Turf Contests 
for he would have many Friends among the 
Backers. 

As to Leicester, I have never been able 
to determine whether its celebrity rests on 
Hosiery, Stilton. Cheeses, Melton Mowbray 
Pies, or the death of Cardinal Wozsey. 
Personally I am in favour of the Cheese. 

A Ripe and Properly Trained Stilton 
can give weight for age to the Luscious 
Camembert, the Suspicious Gorgonzola, 
the Bomb-like Dutch, the Difficult Roque- 
fort, and the Oleaginous Gruyére, 

But alas! honoured Sir, I am in no mood 
for Frivolity after the Disasters of the 
Cesarewitch. I only trust that you and 
my other Patrons saved themselves, as 
recommended, by a Place Investment on 
Merman. You will not see me at San- 
down. I must lie “doggo” till the Cam- 
bridgeshire, the more so as a Fair Corres- 
pondent signing herself NevrastHenta (1 
don’t know what this means), who by her 
Large Fist evidently takes “Eights” in 
gloves, advises my Incarceration in Colney 
Hatch. Possibly she can recommend the 
Refuge from Personal Experience. If so, 
a word from her to the Chief Warder would 
be highly appreciated by your devoted, 
despondent dependent, Darsy Jones. 


P.S.—My Muse will chortle, so here she 
goes in brief : — 
At Sandown We Nine don’t forget, 
Sell Any by him being upset. 
No matter who the Gee-gee guides, 
Back all the nags the Yankee rides. 


In fact, I marvel that he has! Fare Well.—D. J. 





RESOLUTIONS, 


Tas Long—alas! the Long is done, 
So are my shillings—every one! 
But not my books—ah me! no, none, 
Nor any other duty. 
Smalls loom ahead gigantic—but 
Old Euclid keeps his pages shut, 
Plato is still unread, uncut, 
And so’s De Senectute. 


When last I left my father’s halls, 
He vowed, if I were ploughed in Smalls, 
That there would follow what he calls 
In his coarse way, a “ beano” : 
Since, therefore, I am back at John’s, 
I’ll seek to satisfy the dons 
About the asinorum pons, 
Apology and Meno. 


Dons are so dense—yet I'll essay 

To prove my props. in such a way 

That, spite their dulness, even they 
Will have to understand ’em ; 

I’ll draw the pictures too, I'll spare 

No pains, and I will take good care 

To pepper letters everywhere— 
Whole alphabets at random. 

All sports, all pleasures I'll forego ; 

I'll teetotal till I know 

The parts of «lu, I will go, 
And Craruir! 

Yes, I was feeling blui 

Engaged to-night? Well, no, I’m not. 

Come out and dine? Yes, like a shot, 
And once again be happy. 





, old chappie ? 
what ? 





Surrastz Prace or Resmpenoce rom a 
PoPuLaR Jooxgey.—Sloan Square. 
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TURF REFORMS. 


“How DANGEROUS |! 
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A SUGGESTION. 


Reatty, I to1nx Horses sHOULD NOT BE ALLOWED IN THE Pappock!” 








THE INDIAN RISING IN THE U.S. A. 


Ovr roving contributor, freshly released from Colney Hatch 
who, according to his own account, has been everywhere, and 
done everything (and apparently everybody), sends us, a propos 
of the present Pawnee Indian rising, the following highly- 
coloured sketch of his own experiences with the same tribe. 
Mr. Punch ventures to think that his correspondent, to say the 
least of it, handles the truth somewhat carelessly. However, in 
these days of tales by a De Rovessinson Crusoz, what does it 
matter? Here is the account. 

“Some time ago—I cannot pledge myself* to the exact date— 
my wild, adventurous spirit induced me to turn my back u 
civilization and all its hollow falseness—I hate any thing hollow 
or false : even my hollow or false teeth I am never on good terms 
with—and go forth (I could not go third, as all the trains of 
prairie travellers were first-class ones) with a caravan of settlers. 
And they were ‘settlers,’ too, these fellows! I soon tired of 
them. May be, too, they tired of me, for, one morning, I saw 
several of them eyeing first me and then a tall tree, around an 
overhanging branch of which they had slung a rope noose. Ot 
course it would not have been noose—news, I mean—to me to 
find that I was ‘up a tree’; but, nevertheless, I left—and in a 
hurry. To do this I had to borrow a pony (the four-legged 
variety, not £25), and I borrowed it when the owner was not 


looking. Then I rode—ah, how I rode! For four days and 
nights I never drew rein as I galloped across the rolling prairie. 
I supported myself — ham sandwiches (cut thin, with plenty 


of mustard), as I sped along. At the end of this time the pony 
began to get hungry, so I rested him for ten minutes; then on 
again until, without any warning, I suddenly dashed onto the 
war-path of a band of Pawnee Indians. Wishing to impress them 
at first sight, I allowed my y to knock over a tepee and two old 
squaws; then I jerked the bit out of his mouth and fell over his 
tail on to the ground behind. chief advanced to meet me. 
I put out my ; he placed his to his nose and extended his 
fingers—it was the cabalistic sign! we were to be brothers. I 
addressed them in their own fi tive la thus : — 

“* Listen to the li—— of the face, and though his 
face is pale, his heart is red (ditto his nose). Since two moons 

* No; or we it be quite sure you would have done so at the nearest 
ee IN 





I have sought the wi 
of all warriors—(“ 
suell cmenaes hm for “> Eien 4 
Speak, Big Bear! speak, § apolio! s 
Head | Isit peace or war bien ant If the 


’ 


s of the Pawnees. They are the bravest 
augh! it is well said!”)—and I would 
(Murmurs of mild disa - 

, Cold-in-the- 
ter, I will leave 
without any unnecessary delay. 7 

“My simple eloquence touched them. For a year I dwelt in 
their tepees and in their ‘ Ppy hunting grounds.’ I shot 
their bison, their buffalo, end finally, their chief, for a trifling 
loan. This last transaction, unfortunately, caused a coolness 
between Potted-Meat and myself. I determined to esca but 
he and I had a split wigwam between us, and it was difficult. 
Waiting until the chief had indulged largely in the fire-water of 
the paleface (‘V.S.0.’ warranted to kill at forty paces), I 
upon a tame bison, shook my rifle defiantly at the redskins, 
dodged a brick, and went straight out into the wide world again. 


[We take this opportunity of saying that we have not made inquiries and 
satisfied ourselves of the trath of this exciting narrative. On the contrary, 
we should describe it, from end to end, as a stately lie.—Ep.] 








A GRIEVANCE TAKING RANK. 


Mr. Poxcn,—Sim,—I see that complaint has been made that 
Major Marcuanp, of the French Army, has been referred to in 
official dispatches as “ Monsieur,” and consequently deprived of 
his military title. I regret to see that Lord Satispury, an 
officer himself (for he is entitled to wear a sword, and a naval 
uniform, as Warden of the Cinque Ports), is responsible for this 
breach of politeness. 

Mr. Punch, Sir. When I say breach of politeness—hang me— 
i it very mildly. But what is done over here? I am an old 

ilitiaman of some twenty or thirty a standing, and yet 
my most intimate fnends and the public generally ignore my 
rank! It is disgraceful in both cases! Yours indignantly, 

One or tHe O_p ConstitvTIoNaL Force. 


P.S.—My only consolation is that I am still called “ Major,” 
in addition to my ticket number at the Stores. 





Latest Eprrion.—‘‘Who’s Who’ in 1898,” by Lous DE 
RoveEmont. 
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THE UMBRELLA-MAKER AND THE BAROMETER. 
A Fast.‘ 


THERE was once an umbrella-maker, who kept and ill-treated 
a harmless barometer. On one occasion, when not a drop of 
rain had fallen for many weeks, and the English people, beneat! 
a cloudless sky, had almost forgotten how to use his wares, ruin 
stared him in the face and prompted him to still r violence 
Every morning he looked out upon the parc earth and the 
rainless heavens, and then, and at intervals during the day, he 
cursed, and struck, and shook the innocent instrument, as 4 
its indications were the cause of the depression in his ti 
But the gentle barometer bore it all without complaint, and 
steadfastly pointed to the truth. 

“Miserable thing!” shouted the frenzied manufacturer, “ you 
are worse even than the barometer of the Swiss hotels, whicl 
likewise always points to Set-Fair, for nobody ever troubles to 
look at it, as every one knows that it never points to anything 
else. You, however, with your priggish virtue, force even the 
inconstant English climate to support your ridiculous assertions.’ 

The wretched man became i erent to everything ; he cared 
not for the latest news from Africa; he only remarked that even 
in the Soudan it rained sometimes. His friends, in a vain effort 
to cheer him, had taken him to see pictures of grey skies and wet 
days in various exhibitions, but he had become only more de- 
pressed when he saw nothing but walking-sticks left in the 
entrance-halls. He mentioned mournfully that it had been 
cloudless at Henley, and that the Botanic Gardens had been 
watered on the occasion of a fate. 

At last, however, the sunshine recorder at Westminster rested 
after the long period of overwork, the soft south wind sighed 
once more, and the umbrella-maker left off sighing altogether. 

“Ha, ha!” he cried to the barometer, which moved slowly to 
Fair, to Change, “ deceptive instrument ie to mislead man- 
kind, confess that I have conquered ! Your lies are at an end, 
your shameful pride wil! have a fall, you are going down. | 
told you so.” nd he swore yet again. 

“Yes,” answered the barometer—at least, so says the umbrella- 
maker, “I am going down. A barometer, like a camera or like 
Grorce WASHINGTON, cannot tell a lie. ‘What a fool you were 
not to turn your attention to parasols! ” 

In Aésop’s time, when men, of more heroic mould, displayed a 
calm indifference to phenomenal remarks from dumb beasts and 
even from inanimate objects,-these words would have caused no 
surprise. But at the end of the nineteenth century, such ob- 
servations are obsolete and absurd. The plain wits of the 
umbrella-maker, already enfeebled by anxiety, gave way beneath 
the shock, and, when at last the gentle rain came down and um- 
brellas went up, he was trying to persuade the other inmates of 
the lunatic asylum that barometers can speak. 

Moral.—Never swear, even at the weather or at scientific 
instruments, and never pursue any avocation that depends upon 
the English climate, whether it be cricket or the manufacture of 
umbrellas, unless you can hedge by combining the two. 





CRIMINAL JURISPRUDENCE A LA MODE. 


[Social Scientists of the advanced school teach us that Society and not the 
criminal is responsible for crime. In justice, therefore, it is Society and not 
the criminal who should suffer the punishment.] 


Scene—The Westminster Police-Court,. Time—Any time in the 
distant future, 


Mesigieats. Well, my good woman, what have you to com- 
plain of ! 

Good Woman (who is adorned with a black eye). Please, your 
Worship, my husband came home late last night intoxicated, and 
because f called him a drunken swine he gave me this. 

Points to damaged eye. 

Mag. Disgraceful, perfectly disgraceful. Where do you live? 

G. W. George Street, your Worship. 

Mag (to Police Superintendent). 
that beat last night ? 

Superintendent. A121. He is in Court, your Worship. 

Mag. Put him in the dock. (Police-constable A 121 is put in 
the dock.) What have you to say in answer to this ? 

A 121 (in a frightened voice). Nothing, your Worship. I know 
nothing about it. s 

Mag. (with virtuous indignation). But you ought to know 
about it. Society is responsible for the ialonde of the crimina 
classes. Society is bound to reform those classes, or it is not 
doing its duty. You represent Society on his beat; you are 
for this woman’s black eye. You must be punished 
or it. 


was the constable on 








THE CASE FOR THE DEFENCE. 


Mother. ‘‘On, Dicky, WHAT TERRIBLE THINGS YOU DO KEEP IN 
your Pockets! Fanoy, a Deap Oras!” 
Dicky. ‘‘ Wut, Morner, rr wasn’t Deav wuHen I pvt it THERE!” 








A121. I hope you will deal leniently with me, your Worship. 
I have a wife and children to support. (Tearfully.) 

Mag. (severely). You will be bound over to ieep the peace 
for six months. Call the next case. 

Next Oase. 

Respectable Old Lady. I have to complain of the constant bad 
language which I hear in my street. I live in Great College 

treet. 

Mag. (indignantly). Where's the Police-Court Missionary ? 

Duswlateninet, | a your Worship. 

The Police-Court Missionary enters the dock, trembling. 

Mag. Do you hear this lady’s complaint ? 

P.-C. M. Yes, your Worship. 

Mag. Society is seepenaiilie for the blasphemous language 
which is used in this district. You represent Society on the reli- 
gious and moral side: you are, therefore, responsible for this 
enguage. You have committed an indictable offence. You will 
be fined twenty shillings ora month. Next case. 

The neat Case is a Slightly Battered Gentleman of forty. 

8. B. G. I was crossing Smith’s Square, yesterday morning, 
when a band of young roughs set upon me, your Worship. They 
knocked me down, stole my watch and chain, kicked me in the 
ribs, and knocked out four of my teeth. 

ya An aggravated assault. Robbery with vielence. This 
must ut a stop to. I shall not deal with this case here. I 
shall sen it for trial to the Central Criminal Court. 


Scenz—The Central Criminal Court. Two months later, The Chief 
of Police in the Dock, 

The Judge (summing up). This is a most painful case. A 
serious assault, accompanied by murderous violence in broad day- 
light, takes place in Westminster. What is oe about ? 
Such a state of things is dangerous and intolerable. If Society 
did its duty, there would be no criminal class to commit these 
crimes. The Chief of Police represents Society in serious 
offences of this kind. (The Chief of Police quails beneath the 
glance of the learned judge as he glares at the occupant of the 
dock.) am not sure waster, in so disgraceful a case, it is 
not my duty to order a flogging. (The Chief of Police trembles.) 
Nothing else seems effectual to put a stop to these homicidal 
assaults. I will, however, give you one more chance. You will 
go to prison for twelve months. 

[The Chief of Police is removed to the cells weeping. 








A Beprorpsnize Boit.—“ Tem rily insane all his life.” 
Such was the verdict of a coroner's jury, not an Irish one this 
time. “‘I know those men, they come from Bedfordshire.” 
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MADAME CHRYSANTHEME. 
(With Apologies to “* Pierre Loti”) 





THE MARCHAND REPORT. 
(La Détonation de M. Marchand.) 


[Since the following verses were written, “ cer- 
tain evidence has come to light which causes us to 
publicly state that we do not vouch for the truth 
of this story, although portions of it are admittedly 
based upon real experiences,”’ Still, as it has been 
written for the Organ of Truth, and _ for, we 
may as well let the public have it.—Sir Gzorcr 
Newnes’ little printed slip (adapted).) 

Dear Foreign Mrvister,—I am 

Enchanted by your telegram ; 

A fellah, on a noble prancer, 

Is kindly waiting for the answer. 


You will, no doubt, have roughly hea 
That things have recently occurred ; 
To put it tersely into rhyme, 

I’ve had a doosid awkward time. 





First, in my efforts to arrive, 

I only just remained alive ; 
The walking here is very warm, 
Especially in uniform. 


By day the Dervish on our rear 
Would prod us with his beastly spear : 


By night I lay awake in bed 
With fusande humming round my head. 


Enormous gnats, by way of chaff 
Kept browsing on my turgid calf ; 
And alligators used to bite 

Great chunks of our theodolite. 


Twice I remarked a panther’s cub 
Wading across my ing tub; 

And once a lion combed his mane 
Just underneath my counterpane. 


When these disputed my advance, 
I floored them with the flag of France ; 





Or captured here and there a few 
To figure in my tropic Zoo. 


After miraculous escapes 

From death in most unlikely shapes, 
I entere1, feeling very dry, 

This putrid caravansarai. 


Forth from my damaged dressing-bag 
T fetched the lately-mentioned flag, 
Unfurled it with a silent wink, : 
And called for something cool to drink. 


HAdas! the Dervishes had come 

And lifted all the local rum, 

And would be soon returning. drunk, 
To mutilate my headless trunk! 


A trifle parched about the throat, 
I now observed a foreign boat ; 
And though T hit it in the side 
Unfortunately no-one died. 


Just then the Srrpar’s little plan 
Came nicely off at Omdurman ; 

And if the Srrpar hadn’t won 

I don’t know what I should have done. 


The barge in which T made a dent 
Told him of my predicament, 

And. fearing I should come a mucker, 
He flew to my immediate succour. 


He burst upon my horrid gloom 

With “ Major Marcnann, T mme !” 
“Sir Kircnener!” T cried, and leapt 
Into his arms and fairly wept! 


Briefly, he asked me in to mess, 
And you will very rightly cuess 
That, being hollow as a bell, 
This suited me extremely well. 


He talked, without the least defiance, 
About the pioneers of Science, 

And asked if I had ever seen 

A party known as Truthful Green. 


Egynt of old had known a lot, 

And there on that Eevptian «pot 
He welcomed in the Kueprve’s name 
A man of scientific aim. 


Tf ever—this was bv the way— 
T eared to take a holiday, 
Fither in France or anywhere, 
He ’d very gladly see me there. 


Our conversation, for the rest, 
Revolved around mv medicine-chest ; 
And hoping I should find it handy 
He sent me round a case of brandy. 


And now Sir Krrowener has gone! 

T wish he could have lingered on: 

He smiled in such a charming manner 
On noticing my little banner! 


We have, of course, the brandy neat, 

But then there’s nothing here to eat : 

And though, just now, we’re going 
strong, 

The brandy cannot last for long. 


Finding, in fact, my present site 
Somewhat objectionably ticht, 

With your permission—+c’est a dire. 
French leave—I think I’d better clear. 


So, by the time this reaches you, 
T and my doughty little crew 
to scuttle, if we may, 
With British guides to show the way. 


Picture us therefore in the act 
Of bounding down a cataract, 
Or all aboard the Cairo mail 
Careering on the homeward trail. 





Eeyrpmian Datvxk ror Tommy ATKINS 
— FRoM THE Sovpan.—“ Sirdar- 
and-B.” 
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QUIT!—PRO QUO? 
J. B. “GO AWAY! GO AWAY!!” 


Frenoo Orncan Grinper. ‘EH? WHAT YOU GIVE ME IF I Gor” 
J. B. “I’LL GIVE YOU SOMETHING IF YOU DON’T!!” 
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ENGLISH DICTIONARY ILLUSTRATED. 2. 


‘*DissatisFy.” To RENDER DISCONTENTED, TO DISPLEASE BY FRUSTRATING WISHES 
OR EXPECTATIONS. 





THE COMPLETE STORY WRITER. 


v 


Wir the help of the valuable advice we 
have given him, the young author should 
now find no difficulty in writing stories 
which will be joyfully accepted by the 
leading magazines. Only one matter re- 
mains to be dealt with, namely, how to 
= these stories satisfactory conclusions. 

is is most important, because the effect 
of a tale depends so much upon its ending ; 
indeed, the young author may be advised 
to write the last sentence first, and then 
to work backwards from it. The following 
examples are good, trustworthy conclusions 
of the most popular kind, which may be 
safely recommended for imitation. 


1. The Placid Ending.—This is suitable 
for an old-fashioned love-story, and is much 
liked. It is usually prece by a row of 
asterisks, and is written in the historic 
present :— 


Two years have passed since that me- 
morable day. They have left Marian 
, save for a grey hair shewing 

here and there amid her golden tresses. 





But to Jasper her beauty seems to in- 
crease as each month goes by, nor does 
his own handsome face dl any traces of 
that terrible night when, after three hun- 
dred pages of weary waiting, he met and 
finally overthrew the wic villain. The 
past is dead, the present smiles upon them, 
and they await the future bravely, for they 
face it hand-in > 


2. The Melodramatic Ending.—Quite a 
contrast to the first example, but decided! 
effective, and, if the story is to be il- 
lustrated, it gives the artist a better 
chance : — 

“Your decision is fixed?” asked Mar- 
GARET, quietly. 

“ Absolutely ” said the other, a cruel 
smile playing about his lips. “Sir Ricwarp 
is a base and unprincipled profligate. 
Therefore, as your wicked stepfather, tra- 
dition compels me to resolve that you shall 
marry him. Nothing that you can say will 
move me now.” : 
Rn, - still one argument left,” said 
t irl. 

“You had better produce it quickly, 
then. We’re on the last page, and there’s 


only room for a few words more. What is 
your argument?” 

“This!” cried Margaret, and snatching 
a richly-jewelled dagger from the table, she 
plunged it into her heart! 


3. The Historical Ending.—This is the 
only way of finishing off a “romance.” Its 
special merit, it will be perceived, is that 
it leaves an opening for a uel, if your 
editor and the public will dead it :— 

Thus, on the 13th day of May, in the 
year 1751, did I, Jonn Gupcron, bring my 
wanderings to a close. Of what befell 
Revsen and his wife beyond the seas, I 
must not here speak, having a shrewd eye 
for business, and the contract number of 
thousand words being fulfilled. But this 
much have I set down plainly, being a 
simple yeoman, with but little skill in pen- 
manship. So, then, I kindle my pipe, with 
a flask of right Rhenish at my elbow for 
promoting greater th , and bid 
my reader farewell. 


4. The Indefinite Ending.—Very popular 
at present, and perhaps the easiest of all 
to construct. Moreover, it will serve just 
ag well for the beginning of a story as for 
its close. To the Philistine reader it may 
seem a trifle unsati y, but he must 
console himself by remembering that it is 
truly “ artistic” :— 

. ae think he will consent?” the girl 
asked. 

He sighed wearily. “I cannot tell. 
How strange it seems that we should sit 
here so calmlv, when within a few minutes 
the words will be spoken that will decide 
the fate of our lives!” 

“Tt is indeed strange!” she said. simply. 

The moments passed in silence. The girl 
looked out of window, watching without 
interest the stream of traffic in the street 
below. The man nervously smoothed his 
hat. Then the clock on the mantelpiece 
strnek twelve, and he started to his feet. 

“The hour has come,” he murmured, and 
walking across the passage, tapped gently 
at the study-door. 

“Come in!” said a voice. 

THE END. 





THE CANNIBAL CHIEF TO HIS LOVE, 


Come and meet me in the gloaming 
On the Strand, my darling—Nay, 
Not where Editors are roaming 
On their hungry search for prey ; 
Not where Chronicles are calling 
For my blood, my darling—No, 
But where silver waves are falling 
On the shores of Weissnichtwo. 


Come and meet me, O my dusky, 
When the wombats homeward fly, 
And the kangaroo grows husky 
As he carols in the ky : 
When the playful ostrich mocks us 
In the twilight, and the or- 
-nithorhyncoparadoxus 
Lightly flite along the shore. 


There, beneath the palm-tree’s curtain, 
On our island-home—I own 
That the latitude’s uncertain 
And the longitude unknown— 
Shall our love disport at random 
As we swim, sweet, I and you, 
Through the wavelets, riding tandem 
On a turtle built for two. 





Sucerstep Woop ror supriyine Biting 
Critics wits Concenuat Hotpers.—The 





asp-pen. 
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'Arry (having accomplished (?) the trot). 


‘* TALK ABOUT RIDIN’ ON 
IT IN LESS NOR A WEEK WHEN I WERE ‘AVIN'’ MY 
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THE RETURN. 
(Arranged for the Stage by a Distinguished 
Foreign Dramatist.) 


ScENE—A house in disorde Tt, The family sadly 
enter and sit upon their boxes in the hall, 


Father. We expected to be welcomed on 
our arrival. Did not the telegram reach ? 

Scullery Maid. No, it did not come. 

Mother. Where are the servants? 

S. M. They are away for the day. They 
are enjoying themselves, Yes, the servants 
are away. 

F. They often enjoy themselves. 
— inconvenient. Still, they do so. 

Is there nothing in the house ? 
Mu Yes; the cat is in the house, 
je Ts our room ready ? 

S.M. It is not quite ready. It will be 
readier when the bed is made, and the 
car * is “spread.” 

. But the curtains are in their places ? 

8. YM No; and the chairs are on the 
wash-hand stand and the toilette-table. 

am. And the great front bedroom, is that 
ready’ 


S.M. No; 


It is 


it is not quite ready. You 
ordered that it should be whitewashed. 

F. Yes; I ordered it should be white- 
washed, and that workmen should come 
here a month ago. Did they not come here 
a month ago 

S. M. No; they did not. 
came yesterday. 

F. This is very inconvenient. 

S.M. Yes; I said it was inconvenient. 
They came yesterday. To-day they have 
not come. They will come to-morrow. 
They have promised to come to-morrow. 

M. But what is there in the larder? 


The workmen 





S.M. There is nothing in the larder. 
There is really nothing in the larder. 

M. Not even cold mutton. 

S.M.No, nothing. Not even 
mutton. No, nothing at all. 

D. This is very sad. We are hungry. 
We are very hungry. It is very sad. 

S.M. Yes; it 1s very sad if you are so 
hungry. I am not hungry because I had 
some meat yesterday. e all had some 
meat yesterday. But then we are satisfied. 
It is on account of our board wages. We 
save our board wages. 

F. Something had better be sent for. 
Here is money. 

S.M. This is very sad. I can buy noth- 
ing with this money. It is foreign money. 
This is very sad. 

F. I am sorry for you all. I am very 
sorry for you all. I think I shall go to the 
club. Yes, I am sure I shall go to the club. 

(Curtain. 


cold 








THE LAST SHIFT. 

[‘‘ An American doctor has raised a cry of warn- 
ing against the common idea that it is only by 
internal application that the malevolent microbe 
propagates disease. Merely to touch it with the 

. . is, it seems, to risk the direst conse- 
quences, ””— World. J 

Microzsg whom I long 
Study to avoid, 

By your power for wrong 
‘Constantly annoyed ; 

Everywhere about 
Your dread form I trace, 

But to find you breaking out 
In another place. 


Food and drink you make 
One and all taboo, 





Dainties for your sake 
Sighing I eschew ; 

Long I starved and pined, 
Growing gaunt and pale, 

Only now, alas! to finc 
All of no avail. 


For by simple touch 

If I chance to meet you, 
You can hurt as m 

As if one should eat you ; 
When we pull a bell, 

When we knock a "door, 
Microbe, you are there as well, 

Thirsting for our gore. 


Ah! then, microbe, since 
All you permeate, 
Why repine or wince 
At unerring fate ? 
Since ’tis use pain 
For mercy to implore you, 
oo one dere remains, 
Microbe, I ignore you. 








Sportiana.—A young rtswoman in 
the Highlands is senpuhedl te have shot 
“six fine stags through the heart.” 
have been “ young bucks.” Of course, she 
used Cupid’s bullets on her murderous 
career amid the harts. 


Tae Lanp or Nop.—An auction-room 
plo must be a rather savage kind of 
as 80 megT persons present “ have 
Pesddines” o 
I1 Hone Cnano’s Avension.—Jonun 
But in the China shop. 
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Noble Sportsman. ‘‘Parrzxgp you in THE Heap, pip If Tuan, 
WHY THE BLAZES DIDN'T You rowsr, Sin!” 








THE 371m FIELD BATTERY R. A, AT OMDURMAN. 
(By a Friendly.) 
Aut honour to the Lancers, I mean the Twenty-oneth, 
Who slipped into the Dervishes and kiboshed them last month! 
All honour to the Infantry who held the foe at bay! 
But don’t forget the Thirty-Seventh Battery R. A.! 
The Gunners ain’t the sort of coves to bluster or to brag 
Of doing of their duty beneath the Red Cross rag, 
But when they are a-doing it they stick to work and stay, 
So don’t forget the Thirty-Seventh Battery R. A.! 
I saw the Woolwich Infants serve out their fearful hail 
When the great white sea of horsemen swept like waves before 


a gale; 
And the Infants didn’t quiver—why, they might have been at 


pla 
At 7, SO the Thirty-Seventh Battery R. A.! 


It’s perhaps the fancy titles such as “ Death or Glory Boys,” 

Or “ Diehards,” or “Come, cut, cut agains” that make the 
biggest noise, 

But a simple-numbered Battery may win a stubborn fray, 

And that ’s what they did, the Thirty-Seventh Battery R. A.! 





A CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR. 


Magistrate (to Casual). I understand that you distinctly re- 
fused to do the work given you by the Master of the Workhouse. 

Casual. Quite true, yer Worship. 

Magistrate. What was your reason ? 

Casual. Well, yer Worship, it was for conscience sake. In 
the fust place, I’ve got a conscientious hobjection to work; in 
the second, I’ve got a conscientious hobjection to the Master, 
and in the third, I’ve got a cofiscientious hobjection to you. 
And if my conscientious hobjections ain’t better than those of 
a bloomin’ hanti-waccinator, why, s’welp me! never ask me to 
take my dyin’ hoath agin. The magistrate did not. 





Curious Contrapiction.—A loafer is generally in want of bread. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


“Can’t do it,” said the Buck. “Do try!” said the Ape. 
“I’ve done it,” said Mugger. “By ‘mugging’ over it,” t 
Buck said, viciously. “Kipitine mocks his ers with new 
riddles.” ‘‘ Nay, but they are in his old form,” said the Ape, 
laughing. The Yahoo Sahib, in a che ue-bank-of-the-Ganges 
suit, and an Earl’s Court Exhibition tur an, waved a book at 
him, and cried, “They are dam bore these Indian KurLine 
stories” ... . Then the Baron awoke. He had — off 
to sleep during a gallantly-sustained effort at reading Rupyarp 
Kietine’s The Day's Work (Macmittan & Co.), and most natu- 
rally, after getting through as much of The Day's Work as 
ssible, the n had yie himself a captive to Sleep, Gentle 
Sleep! Quoth the Baron to himself, “I’ve tried five stories 
out of thirteen. The remainder will perhaps be the better for 
keeping until I have much leisure and am in a Kiplingish humour. 
Till then—to your place on my book-shelf, O Kirxine, blithe and 
merry! Et bon sour la compagnie! Baron ve B.-W. 








TO THE SEA-SERPENT. 
[“ The Great Sea-Serpent has been seen off the Scottish Coast.” 
Daily Telegraph.) 
Ar last, my dear old friend, at last, 
The silly season ’s nearly past, — 
When correspondents air their views 
In columns which were meant for news, 
We heard about a whale or two, 
But not a single word of you. 


The gooseberry of monstrous size, 
Which somehow fails to win a prize, 
Because it chooses to appear 

At the wrong season of the year, 
Came not this Autumn, we could do 
Withcut it, but we longed for you. 


Each day the we would scan 
In vain, until a Fisherman, 
Awakened from his nightly nap, 
Was having just “a pwir wee drap,” 
When lo! a monster came in view, 
Which, needless to remark, was you. 


The joyful news then quickly spread, 
And in the pa soon we 
Descriptions of your shape and length 
With suppositions on your strength— 
The boat you might have bitten thro’, 
But did not—that was so like you. 





REASONS A LA MODE DE FRANCE. 


Because the army is the pride of the nation, and revision a 
word unknown to soldiers. 

Because innocence is impossible when guilt has not been proved. 

Because forgery is a _—_ of patriotism, and the centre of 
civilisation must not be disturbed. 

Because he is there, and those who rest must, according to 
the national programme, ever remain. 

Because it is pardonable for Justice to make mistakes, and 
mistakes are not crimes, but merely oversights. 

Because there can be one cry which must overwhelm all other 
shouts, “ Long live France!” 

Because, for the sake cf the national defence, black om Sa 
justly assumed to be white, and white for the same cause black. 

Because all colours and all reasons are the same when the 
tricolour is unfurled, and the luminous city is flooded with light. 








More Correct. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—The members of the Municipality of Paris 
have unanimously resolved to bestow the name of F on a 
street. Surely, in all common sense, the title should have been 

iven to an impasse! Suggesting that Major Marcnanp would 
Be an enormous attraction at the Exhibition of 1900, Iam 

Yours faithfully, Corneztivus P, Lieerton (U. 8.). 
Hotel Belle Alliance, Paris. 





At the New Thames Yacht Club. 


Anthony. Wonderful thing that cruise of Noan’s. 
Jack. Can’t make out how the provisions lasted 





Anthony. Why, of course, there was always a Ham on board. 
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‘SLEEP & REST 


For Skin-Tortured 


BABIES 


| And Tired 


“MOTHERS Ate 


In One 
Application of 


(ucata 


te warm bath with Curicvra Soap, anda 

le anointing with Curicura, purest of 

lient skin cures, mean instant and grate- 

ful relie f in the most distressing of burning, 
« ie rashes, irritations and eczemas, mean 
comfort and rest for parent as well as child, 
are pure, sweet, safe, speedy, and economical. 
ne eveeraty Britian depot oy ar & 
Dave ano Curmu. Coar., 

Sole —— , USA 


TYPHOID FEVER, 


| OFFICIAL GOVERNMENT 
| STATEMENT— 





‘* Wherever the 


| PASTEUR (Chamberland) FILTER 


has been introduced 


| TYPHOID FEVER HAS DISAPPEARED.” 
| Sold Everywhere. Sole Makers: 
J. Defries & Sons, Limited, 
147, Houndsditch, E.C. 
West End Show Rooms . 203, Victoria Street, 8.W 
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A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 
TAMA Reoonstipation, 
GRILLON. 
London: 47, Southwark Street, 8.E. 


Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 
I N D I E N Headache. 
SOLD BY ALL _ CHEMISTS: AND DRUG GISTS, 2s. Gd. A BOX 
LINOTYPE COMPOSING MACHINES. | 


is beautified by 
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PHOTOCRAVURES 
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H. STONE & "SON, BANBURY. 
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| THE MOST PERFECT | 


Briar Pipes 
ARE THOSE 
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IF YOU APPRECIATE 
QUALITY 
THE FAMOUS 


|UAM- VAR 


SCOTCH WHISKY 


disappointed. 
INNES & GRIEVE, Lro., 


EDINBURGH & LONDON. 














PHOTOGRAVHY SIMPLIFIED, 


A Sma/! Camera and Handsome Pictures, 


FOLDING 
POCKET 
KODAK 


Size oF Picrurs, 3} * 2} Incuus, 
Price £2 28. 
For Cycollete, 
NO DARK ROOM REQUIRED. 
LOADED IN DAYLIGHT, 


Ladies, and all Holiday Makere 


Handsome Enlargements can be made 
from Folding Pocket Kodak Negatives, 
The pictures taken with this Camera 
are so sharp and clear that they can 
be increased to 100 times their original 
size. 


Kodake to eult all requirements, from &1 te, 
Photographic 


EASTIIAN Materials Co. La, 


43 C erkenwell Rd., London, B.C. 
Retail Branches : 60 Cheapside, B.C.; 
115-117 Oxford St.; 171-173 Regent 8t., W, 
There is no Kodak but the 
EASTMAN KODAK. 


Gm ‘‘No Better Food Exists.” 
—London Medical Record. 


Allen & 
Hanburys’ 


Food 


FOR INFANTS, INVALIDS, AND THE ACED. 


* Excellent in quality and flavour.’ —Lance 
Bold Ev very where io be. » 2e., be., and 10s, Tins 


) AX “2 (USED BY 


HER MAJESTY 





























PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL—Ocroper 22, 1898. 











ne Tea 
FOR FOR 
SENSITIVE THE 
SKINS. 4°. . 4°’. COMPLEXION. 
( 
eX, 
ae 
FOR 4°. §°. CREAMY. 
THE BLAND. 
NURSERY. EMOLiIENT. 

































See that you get 


PLAYER’S 


























